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his arms, and sent kisses on the breeze, murmuring, "Come! Come!" A sigh swelled his bosom, and two tears, long, like pearls, fell upon his beard.
" What restrains you ?" cried Spendius. " Hasten ! March on ! The Suffete will escape us ! But your knees shake, and you look to me like a drunken man !"
Stamping his feet with impatience, he urged Matho to advance, and blinking his eyes, as at the approach to an end seen far away, he cried : " Ah ! we are there ! We are there ! I hold them !"
He had such a convincing, triumphant manner, that Matho, surprised out of his torpor, felt himself drawn on. These words coming unexpectedly in the crisis of his distress, drove his despair to vengeance, and opened a field for his wrath. He sprang on one of the camels in the baggage train, tore off the halter, and with the long cord he struck with his full force the laggards, running alternately from right to left in the rear of the troops, like a dog driving a flock.
At his voice of thunder the men closed up the lines, and those on crutches hastened their steps : half-way across the isthmus the interval diminished. Then the vanguard of the Barbarians marched in the dust of the Carthaginians. The two armies drew nearer and nearer, until they almost touched. But the gates of Malqua and Tagasle, and the great gate of Khamoun, spread open their ponderous valves. The Punic squares divided ; three columns were therein swallowed up and eddied under the porches. Soon the masses closed in too much upon themselves, and were choked in the entrances, so that they could